Son of Sweet Pea °% 
Sweet Pea is a squirrel that once graced my garden. She lived there for many years, and 
was an old gal when I first noticed her arrival. She had a very sweet nature and a unique 
personality. Most people do not notice that other creatures have unique traits and habits. 
People call the other creatures living with them on this planet dumb animals. It is the 
other way around. Mark Twain penned humanity as the lowest and most despicable 
animal. He is right. One never sees them doing to humans what humans do to each other 
and to them. Nazi US Dept of Veterans Affairs is epitome of that statement. Although, 
sometimes, pet owners notice a personality in their cat, dog, bird or other, which may 
resemble theirs: often pets act more like people than people act like people. Each summer 
she would bring her new pup to the garden, especially the sunflower seed cup nailed to 
the fence specifically for her. She loved sunflower seeds. She has not visited at all this 
year; I figure she is now living in the great squirrel acorn tree of squirrel after life, but her 
pup now is a regular visitor. Wildlife never wins when it comes to encounters with motor 
vehicles. He survives prior siblings that did not make it. I buried most of them upon 
removing from the street their dead remains after a car killed it. Though Son of Sweet 
Pea has a unique character, many of his mother’s curious behaviors become him. He 
loves sunflower seeds; sits on top of a fence post, resting his chin upon his open paws 
stacked on top of each other, resting on a fence picket, and pensively watches the world 
go by from an outside, safe, vantage within the garden. 


